' 


* f. 


r 

4 


m 


, A i 

/ V '•j 

/ ><  / y 


■*  ■ 

/J/u7ad/  /f  >///</  f 
Con  espressioiwv 


Fiot,Meioneii  & 7/  7 £hesn?(?S7 

^ 


2n,l  Verse.  Oh!  not  at  hour  to 


214 
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